
The History of King Lear. 

Stew. Slaue thou haft flame me, Villainc take my purfe s 
Ifeuer thou wilt thriue,bury my body. 

And giue the Letters which thou findft about me 
To Edmund Earle of Gloftcr,feekc him out,vpon 
TheBritilhpartv: 6 vntimely death! death. 

' s;jr He dyes, 

Edg. I know thee well,a feruiceable villaine, 

As dutious to the vices of thy Miftris, 

As badnefle would defire. 

Glo, What is he dead i 

Edg, Sit you do wne father, reft you,lets fee his pockets, 
Thefif Letters that he fpeakes of may be my friends, 

Hee s dead, I am onely forry he had no other deathlman. 

Let vs fee, leaue gentle wax, and manners blame vs not. 

To know our enemies minds wee drip their hearts, 

Their papers is more lawfull. 

oA Letter. 

Let your reciprocal vowes be remembred , 

You baue many opportunities to cut hinu of, , 

If your will want not , time andpUce wiH be fruitfully tfered. 

There is nothing done : If he returns the Conqueror , 

Then am I the pr finer, and his bed my Iayle, 

From the loath’d warmth whereof deliuer me , 

And (apply the place for your labour . 

Your wife (To 1 would fay) & your affcaionate feruant, 

Conorill . 

Bdg. O vndiftingnifht fpace of womans wit, 

A plot vpon her vertuous husbands life, 

And the exchange my Brother: heere in the fands 
Thee lie rake vp, the poft vnlandified 
Of murtherous 1 etchers, and in the mature time 
With this vn gracious paper ftrike the light 
Of the death pra&ifd Duke, for him tis well) 

That of his death and bufinefle I can tell. 

G/e.The King is mad, how ftiffc is my vilde fenlc. 

That Tftand vp,and haue ingenious feeling 
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The Bittery of King Lear. 

Of my huge forrowes, better 1 were diftra#. 

So ft/ould my thoughts be fenced from my greefes, ; 

An d woes by wrong imaginations, lofc 
The knowledge of chcmfclncs. 

A Tdrtmnte afarre of. 

Exit 

Enter Cordelia, Kent , and Potter. 

Cor. O.thou good Kent, 

How (ball I liue and workc to match thy goodnefie, 

My life will be too (bott,and cuery meafurc faile me. 

Kent. To be acknowledg’d Madam is ore-paid, 

AU my reports go with the modeft truth. 

Nor more, nor dipt, but fo. 

C<>r .Be better fuited, 

Thefe weeds are memories of thofc worfer houres, 

Iprethce put them off. 

JCfHf.Pardon roe deere Madam, . 

Yet to be knowne (bortens my made inrent. 

My boone I make it that you know me not, •'» 

Till time and I thinke meet. 

^ir.Thenbeitfo:my Lord ho W docs the king. 

Pott. Madam fleepes ftill. 

C°r .Oyou kindeGods, 

Cure this great breach in his abuled nature. 

The vntun’d and hurrying fenfcs,0 winde vp. 

Of this childe-changed Father. 

Doll. So pleafe your Maicfty we may wake the King 
He hath flept long. 

Ccr.Be gouetn d by your knowledgc.and proceede 
Ith fway ofyour owne will: is he array’d ? 

DottA Madam, in theheauineffeof hisfleepe. 

We put frc(b garments on him. 

Kent. Good Madam be by when we do awake him, 

I doubt not of his temperance. 

K Corn 


Edg . Giue me your hand : 
f arreoff methinkes 1 heare the beaten drum. 
Come Father He beftow you with a friend. 





